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TO  MOTHER 

There  shines  no  pearl  in  the  deep,  deep  sea, 

Mother  of  mine. 
So  fair,  so  rare  as  your  love  to  me, 

Sf other,  mother  of  m'ne. 
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OVER    THE    HILLS    OF   HOME 

I ADDIE,  little  laddie,  come  with  me  over  the  hills. 
Where  blossom  the  white  May  lilies,  and  the  dog- 
wood and  daffodils; 

For  the  Spirit  of  Spring  is  calling  to  our  spirits  that 
love  to  roam 

Over  the  hills  of  home,  laddie,  over  the  hills  of  home. 

Laddie,  little  laddie,  here's  hazel  and  meadow  rue. 
And  wreaths  of  the  rare  arbutus,  a-blowing  for  me 

and  you; 
And  cherry  and  bilberry  blossoms,  and  hawthorn  as 

white  as  foam. 
We'll  carry  them  all  to  Mother,  laddie,  over  the  hiiis 

at  home. 


Laddie,  little  laddie,  the  winds  have  many  a  song. 
And  blithely  and  bold  they  whistle  to  us  as  we  trip 
along ; 

Hut  your  own  little  song  is  sweeter,  your  own  with  its 
merry  trills ; 

So.  whistle  a  tune  as  you  go.  laddie,  over  the  windy 
hills. 


J^ 


■'vl 


m-^-' 


Laddie,  little  laddie,  'tis  time  that  the  cows  were  home. 
Can  you  hear  the  klingle-klangle  of  their  bell  in  the 

greenwood  gloam? 
Old  Rover  is  waiting,  eager  to  follow  the  trail  with 

you, 
Whistle  a  tune  as  you  go.  laddie,  whistle  a  tune  as 

you  go. 

Laddie,  little  laddie,  there's  a  flash  of  a  bluebird's 

wing. 
O  hush!    If  we  wait  and  listen   we  may  hear  him 

carolling. 
The  vesper  song  of  the  thrushes,  and  the  plaint  of  the 

whip-poor-wills — 
Sweet,  how  sweet  is  the  music,  laddie,  over  the  twilit 

hills. 

Brother,  little  brother,  your  childhood  is  passing  by, 
And  the  dawn  of  a  noble  purpose  I  see  in  your  thought- 
ful eye. 
You  have  many  a  mile  to  travel  and  many  a  task  to  do: 
Whistle  a  tune  as  you  go,  laddie,  whistle  a  tune  as 
you  go. 
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Laddie,  soldier  laddie,  a  call  comes  over  the  sea, 
A  call  to  the  best  and  bravest  in  the  land  of  liberty. 
To  shatter  the  despot's  power,  to  lift  up  the  weak  that 
fall. 

Whistle  a  song  as  you  go.  laddie,  to  answer  your 
country's  call. 

Brother,  soldier  brother,  the  Spring  has  come  back 
agam, 

Rut  her  voice  from  the  windy  hilltops  is  calling  your 

name  in  vain ; 
For  never  shall  we  together  'mid  the  birds  and  the 

blossoms  roam 
Over  the  hills  of  home,  brother,  over  the  hills  of  home. 

Uddie!    Laddie!    Laddie!    "Somewhere  in  France" 
you  sleep. 

Somewhere  'neath  alien  flowers  and  alien  winds  that 
weep. 

Bravely  you  marched  to  battle,  nobly  your  life  laid 
down. 

Vou  unto  death  were  faithful,  laddie;  yours  is  the 
victor's  crown. 
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Laddie!    Laddie!    Laddie!    How  dim  is  the  sunshine 

grown, 
As  mother  and  I  together  speak  softly  in  tender  tone ! 
And  the  lips  that  quiver  and  falter  have  ever  a  single 

theme, 
As  we  list  for  your  dear,  lost  whistle,  laddie,  over  the 

hills  of  dream. 

Laddie,  Ijeloved  laddie !   How  soon  should  we  cease  to 

weep 
Could  we  glance  through  the  golden  gateway,  whose 

keys  the  angels  keep! 
Yet  love,  our  love  that  is  deathless,  can  follow  you 

where  you  roam. 
Over  the  hills  of  God.  laddie,  the  beautiful  hills  of 

Home. 


^IVnUfn   as  <;   trihulc   to   Corforai   I'rank   ti.   Levendge    u/c 
o.id  Ml  l-rancc.  after  heuuf  uounded  in  action.) 
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THE   WAV   OV   TIIK    HKll  ISH 

IT  isn't  the  way  of  the  liritish. 

*    In  the  tight  for  country  and  King. 

On  the  fair,  white  field  of  their  valor, 

The  shadow  of  shame  to  bring. 
There  isn't  a  lad  in  the  army. 

There  isn't  a  lad  on  the  sea. 
Would  dim  the  light  of  his  honor 

By  a  deed  of  infamy. 

It  isn't  the  way  of  Britain 

To  grasp  with  greedy  hand. 
And  hold  with  a  despot's  power. 

Domain  in  a  friendly  land. 
But  she  fights  for  "a  scrap  of  paper." 

She  dies  for  "an  old  colored  rag," 
When  the  one  is  her  word  of  promise, 

And  the  other  her  blood-stained  flag. 

It  isn't  the  way  of  the  British. 

With  ruthless  hands  of  hate. 
The  priceless  things  of  a  nation 

To  plunder  and  desecrate. 
Not    gainst  defenceless  women 

And  children  their  guns  are  turned; 
Not  'gainst  the  weak  and  fallen— 

That  isn't  the  way  they've  learned. 
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It  isn't  the  way  of  the  British 

To  strike  like  the  heathen  hordes, 
To  torture  the  hapless  captives 

They  take  at  the  point  of  their  jwords. 
That  was  never  the  way  with  Britain. 

Her  strength  is  the  strength  of  ten; 
For  her  sons  in  her  far-flung  warfare 

Fight  ever  like  gentlemen. 

There  were  thirty  or  more  of  our  gunners — 

It  seems  now  so  long  ago — 
Were  called  to  a  post  of  peril, 

In  the  path  of  the  furious  foe. 
It  was  certain  death,  and  they  knew  it; 

But  the  valor  in  each  hea^t  burned. 
"Good-by,  good-by  to  you,   fellows!" 

They  called — and  never  returned. 

Again  came  the  short,  sharp  summons; 

And    there    dashed    through    the    sulphurous 
smoke, 
With  the  same  farewell  to  their  comrades, 

While  a  wreath  of  smile  outbroke — 
Thirty  to  follow  the  thirty; 

And  th '  eager  ranks  closed  in. 
That  is  the  way  of  the  British. 

That  is  the  way  they  win. 
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This  is  the  way  of  the  British — 

In  the  strength  of  their  righteous  ctuse, 
Upheld  by  the  hosts  of  heaven, 

They  strike  for  their  King  and  laws. 
From  what  do  they  shrink — our  soldiers? 

They  may  lose  in  the  fearful  fray 
Their  lives,  but  never  their  honor, 

Who  fight  in  the  British  way. 

Then  here's  to  you,  lads  in  the  army, 

And  here's  to  you,  lads  on  the  sea; 
To  your  hands  that  are  strong  and  steady, 

To  your  hearts  that  are  true  and  free.' 

Though  long  it  be  ere  the  dawning, 

It  conteth  at  last — the  day, 
When  all  that  you've  fought  for,  bled  for. 

You  shall  win  in  the  British  wa\. 
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WOMAN'S   PART 

I^XI''KL  down,  kneel  down,  ye  mothers, 
*^     Kneel  down,  ye  sisters  and  wives. 
And  plead  with  th*"  (iod  of  Battles 

To  spare  your  loved  ones'  lives. 
Pray  for  your  stricken  sisters 

Who  wait  by  the  lonely  hearth. 
Whence  the  glow  is  failed  and  the  gladn«;ss  fled, 

And  the  light  is  lost  from  earth. 

Kneel  down,  kneel  down! — for  the  conflict 

Grows  deadly  and  tierce  and  long, 
And  the  hearts  of  the  foe  are  hateful. 

And  the  arms  of  the  foe  are  strong. 
Yet  the  Judge  of  the  whole  earth  giveth 

The  battle  to  whom  He  will. 
Weep  on.  ye  mothers — if  ye  must  weep — 

Till  He  whispers.  "Peace,  be  still!" 


Kneel  down,  kneel  down! — There  arc  terrors 

That  stalk  in  the  noonday  light; 
There  are  scalding  drops  of  anguish 

That  fall  in  the  fearful  night. 
Where  homes  are  ablaze  like  beacons. 

Where  the  winds  are  a-moan  with  pain, 
Where  your  sons  and  your  brothers  "^tand  to  fight 

'Mid  the  drip  of  the  warm  red  rain. 
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Kneel  down,  kneel  down !    They  are  thinking 

This  moment,  perchance,  of  you. 
They  see  you  bow  in  the  silence, 

Alone  mid  the  starlit  dew. 
They— they  must  stand  at  the  cannon. 

They  must  look  to  the  gatling  gun : 
iiut  the  might  of  your  prayer  upholds  them  there 

Till  the  Held  is  fought  and  won. 

Rise  up,  rise  up,  ye  mothers. 

Ye  sisters  and  wives,  arise! 
To  the  wide,  ripe  fields  of  labor 

Lift  up,  lift  up  your  eyes! 
There  are  suffering  ones  by  thousands 

Your  ministering  hands  may  bless, 
And  desolate  mourners  that  weep  alone. 

Widows  and  fatherless. 


To  pray,  to  hope,  to  succor. 

To  comfort  the  sick  at  heart. 
This  is  your  field  of  battle. 

This  is  your  woman's  part. 
Then  pray  while  ye  toil  and  suflFer, 

Yes,  weep,  if  weep  ye  will. 
Tin,  quelling  to  quiet  the  clashing  arms. 

Comes  the  whisper.     Peace,  be  still !" 
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NUTTlNc; 

I    VVANT  to  go  nutting  to-dav.  mother. 
*      There's  a  hint  of  frost  in  the  air, 

r^^\  ^^"^  '""  ''  spreading  a  cloth  of  gold 

<->"  the  uplands,  rich  and  fair. 
^'ollng  voices  call  that  the  brown  nuts  fall 

And  the  squirrel  scolds  and  grieves. 
I.ct  us  haste  away  to  the  woods  to-day 

III  the  MfKui  of  Falling  Leaves. 

I  want  to  go  nutting  to-day,  mothei,-- 

O  nKJther!  'tis  only  a  dream. 
'Tis  many  a  mile  to  the  hazel  copse 

On  the  bank  of  the  silver  stream. 
Tis  many  a  year  since  I  wandered  there 

Where  the  whistling  winds  are  wild— 
As  wdd  as  they,  in  that  far-oflF  day 

Was  I  as  a  little  child. 

Should  I  go  nutting  to-dav.  mother. 

I  must  follow  the  path  alone— 
The  path  that  winds  by  the  hazel  copse 

And  down  by  the  mossy  stone ; 
For  the  ringing  beat  of  the  btjvis'h  feet 

That  clambered  the  rocky  hill 
Falls  never  again  on  field  or  plain. 

Or  the  woodlands  lone  and  still. 
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O.  where  are  the  lxj\  s  to-day,  m  )ther, 

Our  Ixns  so  lx>nnie  and  hright, 
The  lads  who  gathere<l  the  hazel  nuts 

In  the  golden  Autumn  light  ' 
For  over  the  hill  floats  the  echo  still 

Of  laughter  light  and  gay. 
While  alone  at  the  gate  1  watch  and  wait- 

I  hey  tarry  so  long  awav. 

They  heard  the  call  of  the  bugles,  mother. 

And  the  rallying  roll  of  drums. 
O,  who  can  stay  in  the  hazel  copse 

When  the  call  to  a  hero  comes? 
One  marches  to-day    neath  the  colors  gay 

To  a   far-away  field  of  f^ght : 
And  the  warfare  of  one  is  over  and  <lone. 
He  rests  on  the  hills  of  light. 

i  want  to  go  nutting  to-day.  mother. 

On  the  hills  where  the  winds  are  free  • 
But  only  the  Spirit  of  Silence  there 

Will  walk  and  will  talk  with  me. 
For  the  laughter  of  yore  awakes  no  more 

On  the  path  where  the  dim  light  weaves 
A  web  of  dreams  by  the  silver  streams 

In  the  Moon  of  Falling  Leaves. 
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A  WINTER'S  NIGHT 

O^^'^.u'"'  """"^  '^^''^'^^  ^'^  ^  ^^'"ter's  night 
v^     When  cJnfterl  snows  gleam  whitelv. 
U  hen  sleigh-l^lls  chime  with  wild,  sweet  rhyme 
And  mirthful  lips  laugh  lightly!  '       ' 

How  pure  and  dear  is  the  frosty  air 

I'rom  far-ofT  hilltops  blowing' 
What  joy  it  brings  to  the  voice  that  sings 

What  light  to  bright  eyes  glowing! 

Night's  thousand  eyes  from  sapphire  skies 

VV  ith  glances  soft  are  beaming, 
And  all  aglow  in  the  fields  of  snow 

Are  countless  jewels  gleaming. 

Come  out  to-night  to  the  hills  alight. 

To  forests  still  and  hoary 
Where  moonbeams  play  oer'  the  shining  way 

And  bathe  the  world  in  glory. 
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NEAR  TO  NATURES  HEART 

I N  yonder  greening  deeps  a  veery  voices 
*    His  plaintive  note  that  almost  thrills  to  tears. 
So  sweet  it  is.     Could  I  but  learn  that  music. 
This  harp  of  mine  should  echo  down  the  years. 

Ye  wildwood  blossoms,  ye  are  poems  written 
In  God's  great  wonder-book  by  His  own  h-jul. 

Tis  yours  to  teach  the  happiest  of  lessons 
In  words  that  all  who  read  may  understand. 


Blue  V^iolets  in  dewy  mosses  hiding. 

And  breathing  peerless  perfumes  on  the  wind. 
Ye  tell  me  there  is  blessedness  in  shadow, 

That  lowly,  simple  souls  may  surely  find. 


Gay  Columbines,  ye  say  that  life  is  lovely. 

And  brimming  o'er  with  brightness  even  yet. 
Laughing  ye  lift  your  ruby  cups  of  honey 

And  bid  me  cease  to  murmur  and  to  fret. 

Fair  Dogwood,  hanging  garlands  by  the  wayside. 

Rare  Honeysuckle,  leaning  from  vour  bowers 
And  Hawthorn,  scattering  snowflakes  on  the  breezes 

\e  gladden  with  your  beauty  all  the  hours 
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Ye  thousand,  thousand  silver  stars  that  spangle 
This  emerald  firmament  of  leaf  and  blade, 

Ye  bid  me  lift  my  eyes,  and  '.ravely  trusting. 
Go  forward  unashamed  and  unafraid. 

Dear  Mother  Nature,  leaning  on  thy  lx)som. 

I  half  forget  the  things  that  made  me  sad. 
Out  in  the  world  of  toil  and  strife,  be  with  me: 

Teach  me  to  love,  to  hope,  and  to  be  glad. 
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SPRINGLAND 

ALL  the  flowers  are  sleeping,  all  the  trees  are  bare ; 
All  the  little  fairy  winds  that  wandered  whispering 
there, 
Golden  sunbeams  glancing,  happy  birds  at  play. 
All  have  flown  toward  the  Southland,   far  and    tar 

away. 
Yet  in  dreams  glory-gleams  drift  across  the  snow. 
Faces  fair  meet  me  here,  loves  of  long  ago. 

Once  again  I  wander  down  the  leafy  lane. 
Where  the  woodthrush  and  the  robin  sing  their  morn- 
ing strain. 
Once  again  I  linger,  gathering  violets  blue, 
Waiting  in  the  woodland  pathway,  dear  old   friend. 

for  you. 
Buds  unfold  hearts  of  gold,  fresh  with  fragrant  dew. 
While  I  wait.     You  are  late ;  what  is  keeping  you  ? 


List!  the  leaflets  whisper,  robins  carol  shrill, 

Now  I  hear  vour  lilting  laughter  floating  down  the 

hill. 
Books  a-swinging  gaily,  sun  hat  all  awry. 
Comes  my  merry,   witching  sch-^olmate,  i  lorning  in 

her  eye. 
Wildflower  grace  lights  her  face.    All  the  rosy  spring. 
Everywhere  passing  fair,  ktiows  no  sweeter  thing. 

2^ 


''MoUic,  I  have  waited  long  for  you,"  I  cry 
Havejou  solved  the  Euclid  problems?    Did  you  find 

Fuji-san  and  Klondike.  Fife  and  Innisfree? 
Though  J  toiled  for  hours  and  hours  ihey  still  eluded 

Sw.ft  we  run.  Shade  an<l  sun  flash  beneath  our  feet. 
Silen^t^^t^ands  the  schoolhouse  neath  its  sheltering 
Softlyjhrough  the  open  window  comes  the  drone  of 

We  are  bees  that  gather  honey-drops  to  store- 
Oolden  honey-drops  of  wisdom  from  the  old  v         s 
lore.  ^ 

O  how  fleet  are  the  sweet  school  davs!    All  too  soon 
They  are  sped,  youth  has  fled,  morning  n.elts  t^nor 

Wayward,  laughter-loving,  are  my  mate  and  I 

ligh^'""'  '""^  ""'"''^  ""''''"'  '^^'^^  -'^h  patient 
Oft  toward  our  corner-never  once  to  chide. 
In  our  w.lful  way  we  love  him-teacher.  friend  and 

HushTtfiT  T  ''"'■  '°"'-     ^"^^  ^'  '^■""^^  or  care? 
Hush!  the  day  d.es  away,  and  the  night  is  near. 
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Night,  and  snowy  silence,  moonbeams  pale  and  chill  • 
Night— and  not  a  wildwood  blossom  on  the  wintry 
hill! 

You  have  passed  before  me.  loves  of  schooldays  dear 
To  the  sunny  bowers  of  Springland,  flower-clad  and 
fair. 

Some  glad  day,  far  away,  each  dear  face  I'll  sec. 
I  am  late— will  you  wait  on  the  hills  for  me? 


ill 
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THE  SONG  OF  THK  WOOD  THRUSH 

DELOVED  hinl.  I  hear  thee  calUn^',  callnig. 
*-^    V\  here  sun-kist  morninj^  smiles. 
A  very  shower  of  hquid  music  faUing 

Adown  the   forest  aisles 
Rains  radiantly  upon  mv  spirit.      Li^nU 

The  dewy  gates  of  sleep 
Fold  back.     I  enter  where  the  sunbeams  brightly 

1  ryst  with  the  roses  keep. 

Beyond  the  garden  and  beyond  the  meadows 
Beyond  the  breezy  hill. 

Through  quivering  lights'and  du.sky  v.olet  shadows 
I  follow,  follow  still; 

'^"lirrr  '"'?"'■  V^"'  '^""^''^"   ^'^^'>t^"^"  soundeth. 
Mid  breath  of  scented  bloom 

Where     heaven  .s     peace     and   '  earth's     warm     love 
aboundeth, 
i  find  thy  hermit  home. 

High  up  amid  the  green  Ixnighs  swaying,  swinging 
Thy  drowsy  nestlings  dream.  '  ^    ^' 

Weaving  with  silver  splendors  of  thy  singing 
J  he  morning's  golden  beam  ' 

O  dwellers  of  the  glowing  dawn,  what  sweetness 
Ut  lullaby  vou  list! 

^' w!rl  '"t  '^;'^'"^   ^'^'   "■  '^'^-^"'^  completeness. 
Wmd-rocked.  song-soothed,  star-kist! 
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How  lovely  is  the  world  where  Nature  knceleth 

With  folded  hands  to  pray! 
All  loveliness  thy  clear  songshinc  revealeth : 

The  blue  heavens  far  away 
Are  leaning  lower,  winds  ahush  are  listening. 

And  all  the  flowers  rejoice. 
With  tears  of  gladness  on  their  faces  glistening. 

Blest  bird,  to  hear  thy  voice. 

Those  fluted  notes,  so  pure,  so  richly  mellowed, 

How  silvery  they  flow ! 
A  pause,  a  hush,  and  then  a  peerless  prelude 

In  tender  tremolo — 
A  soft  song-whisper— ushers  in  the  glory 

Of  thy  sublimer  strain. 
The  song  that  tells  thy  passionate  love  story 

Again  and  yet  again. 


Immersed  within  that  flowing  flood  of  rapture. 

A  baptism  divine. 
Some  Eden-gleam  my  spirit  may  recapture. 
^  Whose  glories  round  thee  shine. 
Some  little  measure  of  thy  inspiration. 

Light  not  of  land  nor  sea — 
The  blessed,  kindly  light  of  consecration— 

Thy  music  showers  on  me. 


I' 
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Yet  though  thy  matin  song  is  keyed  to  gladness. 

Joy  breathes  in  every  note. 
Thy  hymn  at  even  is  athrill  vvith  safhiess 

That  tremhies  in  thy  throat. 
Hast  thou,  sweet  bird,  some  unfulHlIed  desire 

Some  longmg.  wild  and  vain. 
That,  howsoeer  thy  throbbing  hopes  aspire. 

i  nou  canst  not  yet  attain  ? 

O  forest  child,  no  dream  that's  worth  the  drea.ning 

l^ut  some  day  will  come  true. 
Then  let  us  .sing  while  life's  gla<l  morning  gleaming 

Inspires  our  love  anew. 

^^^xr^""  ""'"  ''"^'  ''"^^^aried  and  unresting. 

Who  knows  what  bliss  may  wait 
For  you  and  me.  dear  comrade  of  ,nv  qiu-stmg 

J.eyonrl  the  sunset  gate? 
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MV  PHILOSOPHY 

O  AY!   I'm  glad  I'm  livin'  such  a  glorious  day. 
»^Makes  me  feel  like  dancin'  two-steps  all  the  wav; 
Makes  me  feel  as  rich  as  aii\  millionaire. 
With  a  sure  life  interest  in  a  world  so  fair. 

Diamonds  in  the  dew-drops,  sunshine  droppin'  gold, 
Better'n  all  the  nuggets  Klondike  mountains  hold ; 
Sky  a  sea  of  azure,  one  white  cloud  afloat. 
Sailin'  soft  and  airy  like  a  fairy's  lK)at. 

Lovely  flowers  a-flingin'  perfumes  to  the  breeze: 
Little  winds  a-quiver  in  the  leafy  trees; 
Little  birds  s-singin'  like  they'd  never  stop- 
Joy  as  light  as  bubbles  comes  right  to  the  top. 

iJumble  bees  a-buzzin'  in  the  buckwheat  flowers, 
Haulin'  home  the  honey  in  the  shinin'  hours; 
Rivulets  a-lispin',  as  they  flow  along. 
Happy  little  secrets,  trills  of  summer  song. 
All  day  long  the  gladness,  loveliness  and  light. 
Then  the  starry  stillness  o'  the  welcome  night; 
All  life  long  the  blessin's  scattered  from  God's  hand. 
Then  the  rest  remainin'  in  the  Promised  Land. 

Heart  o'  mine,  be  joyful !— Ain't  no  call  for  tears. 
Gamer  up  the  sunbeams  all  along  the  years. 
Souls  that  seek  for  brightness  f^nd  it  manifold. 
Heart  o'  mine,  be  joyful!   Ga  'icr  in  the  gold. 
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WHAT'S    THK    VSE'f 

WHAT'S  the  use.  dear  heart,  of  sighing 
Just  l)ecaiise  the  skies  are  gray, 
And  the  ?)right  things  that  you  dream  of 

Never  seem  to  come  your  way? 
Storms  and  shadows  make  the  sunshine 

Afterward  more  clear  and  bright. 
Joy  of  dawn  can  only  follow 
After  dreary  glooms  of  night. 

What's  the  use  of  idly  wishing 

For  a  soft  and  easy  time? 
They  who  gain  the  sunny  summits 

Are  not  carried  there — thev  climb. 
Man  was  made   for  strong  endeavor. 

Rich  and  rare  the  recompense 
That's  awaiting  grit  and  daring, 

Tempered  well  with  common  sense. 

W^hat's  the  use  of  fuss  and  frettine 

When  the  world  seems  going  wrong? 
Time  will  smooth  out  all  the  tangles 

In  the  knotted  skein  ere  long. 
Ever  in  the  keenest  conflict 

Worry's  on  the  losing  side. 
Follow  faith,  whose  voice  of  quiet 

Safe  to  victory  will  guide. 
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VV^hat's  the  use  of  fondly  dreaming 

Of  the  great  things  you  would  do, 
Scorning  little,  lowly  duties. 

Day  by  day  that  call  for  you? 
By  the  path  of  slight  endeavor 

Honor  cometh  not — hut  such 
As  are  faithful  in  the  little 

May  l)e  trusted  with  the  much. 

What's  the  use  of  weakly  yielding 

To  a  foolish  lit  of  "blues"? 
Whistling's  l)etter  far  than  weeping — 

You  can  whistle  if  you  clKK)se. 
Wherefore  magnify  your  troubles? 

Wherefore  minimize  your  hope, 
V'iewing  virtues  through  the  wrong  end 

Of  Love's  mighty  telescope!* 


What's  the  use  of  pensive  pining 

For  the  Alpine  edelweiss, 
While  about  your  feet  are  blowing 

Flowers  as  fair  at  lesser  price? 
When  you've  used  up  all  the  sweetness 

That  along  your  path  is  shed. 
Angel  hands  will  surely  scatter 

Brighter  blessings  on  your  head. 
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What's  the  use  of  dull  despairing 

When  you've  fought  so  hard  and  failed  ? 
After  countless  disappointments 

Heights  of  glory  oft  are  scaled. 
Obstacles,  mistakes  and  failures 

Stepping  stones  may  prove  to  you. 
Courage,  then!     Nor  faint,  nor  falter 

Till  vou  win  vour  Waterloo. 
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TRIFLKS 

IT  was  only  a  kindly  prcetiiifj 
And  the  jL^rip    -f  a  warm,  ^tronj,'  hand 
As  I  fahcred — a  trien<lless  »^lranger — 

At  the  pate  ot  an  unknown  land; 
iiut  the  light  of  a  star  shone  clearly 

Through  the  dusk  of  the  twilight  gray: 
And  my  heart  was  a-thrill  with  music 
That  night  as  1  knelt  to  pra\. 

It  was  onl\  a  gift  of  Howers. 

As  I  passed  with  weary  tread 
Where  she  stood,  in  the  summer  gloaming. 

In  the  midst  of  her  garden  l)ed : 
Hut  the  breath  of  those  bright,  fresh  i)loss<)ms. 

And  the  smile  in  her  soul-lit  eyes. 
Kindled  hope  in  my  shadowed  spirit. 

And  filled  me  with  sweet  surprise. 
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It  was  only  a  little  letter 

In  the  tremulous  lines  of  a  child : 
But  it  silenced  the  sigh  of  a  heart-ache. 

And  my  burden  of  care  l)eguiled  : 
For  it  said  I  was  not  forgotten. 

Though  our  ways  were  wide  apart ; 
And  I  sang  with  tender  gladness. 

For  the  love  of  that  little  heart. 
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It  was  only  a  pale  pressed  blossom 

From  haunts  where  I  used  to  stray; 
J'ut  it  l)rous:ht  me  a  tender  token 

Ot  love  from  the  Faraway. 
And  I  heard  once  nu)re  the  si^hitij^ 

C)f  the  pines  hy  the  limpid  lake. 
When  those  fra-rant  rose-tipped  petals 

I  kissed  for  old  time's  sake. 

Mere  trifles.  lon;.j  forj^otten  ! — 

W't  a  sweetness  still  they  hrin^'. 
F(.r  to  me  they  were  chords  of  music 

Whose  echoes  like  harp-notes  rinq. 
And  the  silence  of  inenK.ry's  hall-wa^s 

Crows  sweet  as  ilie  years  j^^row  l(.nn  : 
For  love,  is  it  not  immortal  ? 

And  kindness  a  deathless  s.infr;-- 


.U 


rHK    DkKAMKk 


'yiJK  ^^reat  lite  passions,  hnrnin^-  love  and  hate. 

A       In  the  ^^reat  world  strive  init^ditilv   t..r  pouer 
Mine  are  the  little  loves  by  Xature  nnrsed— 

The  bird  on  win^,  the  i)iossoin  in  tiie  bower. 
The  winds  that  wander  from  the   tar-off  hil!s 

lirin^r  „,e  a   thousand  niessaj^a-s.      The   wave 
That  laps  at  evcnin^r  on  the  twilit  shore 

Whispers  to  me  in  pe?isive  tones  and  -:rave. 
The  rill  that  ripples  on  its  pebblv  way 

i'.rin^rs  „H.  a  -ifr  of  lau.i^hter.  I(,w  and  swet 
I  he  forest  leaves,  thev  clap  their  hands   for  me. 

And  all  their  little  suniuier  son^^s  repeat. 

I  share  the  brown  bee's  j)erfumed  honev  dew; 

My  .spirit  dances  with  the  butterfly : 
To  me  the  cricket  on  his  violin 

I'iays  all  nij,-ht  long  a  lilting  lullabv. 

Strange  melodies  I  hear  'nnd  pine  an.!  fir- 
Rare,    fragmentary  notes   from   heaven  adrift 

Ihat  floating,  zephyr-wafted,  'mid  the  blue. 
On   frail  dream-wings  my  listening  spirit  lift. 

f'erchance  bevond  the  sunset  and  the  dawn. 
Amid  the  syinph(»nies  of  seraph-song 

And  deathless  roses,  I  at  last  may  find 
The  warmer,  closer  love  for  which  I  long. 
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TIIK    LITTLK    (.KKKX    CAT!-: 

AW'AV  t'nuii  the  stress  of  the  citv. 
■**     And  to  ceaseless,  ech<»in^'  sound 
( )t  tireless  toilinj:;^  and  spinning. 

And   pleasure — a  dizzying   round — 
With  never  a  hauntinj^'  whisper 

Of  duties  that  press  and  wait, 
We  told  our  hands  in  the  noontide, 

And  dream,  hy  a  little  j^reen  gate. 

The  sun  glow.s  clear  in  the  heavens — 

A  luminous  sapphire  dome — 
And  filters  gold  through  the  maple 

Where  a  roliin  has  huilt  her  home. 
Comes  rippling  over  and  over 

Her  "Cheerily,  cheer  up,  cheer! 
lis  the  season  of  roses  and  clover — 

O  cheer  up,  cheerilv.  dear!" 

In  a  fragrant  blossoming  locust 

A  golden  oriole  swings 
Abreast  of  the  frolicksome  breezes. 

He  preens  his  l>eautiful  wings. 
A  catbird  hides  in  the  cedars. 

And  out  of  his  dim  retreat 
He  pour.-^,  like  a  lovesome  poet, 

A  rollicking  rhyme  and  sweet. 
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Is  tilled  I)\  the  soil,  Un\   sigli 

lul  whisper  of  leaves  and  j^rasses. 

As  tlie  winds  ^o  wandering  b\- — 
Wihl   winds   from  the  bhie  hills  yonder, 

That  watch  by  the  purple  tide. 
VV^here  centuries  pass  in  silence. 

And  the  dreams  of  the  years  abide. 

Far  off.  where  the  heart  of  tlie  citv 

I'eats  high  with  the  pulse  of  life. 
■]"here's  a  call  to  the  ranks  of  endeavor, 

There's  a  challenge  for  ceaseless  strife. 
Away  from  the  blossom-sweet  stillness 

There  are  duties  that  throng  and  wait 
But  Confidence  walks  with  Courage 

While  we  rest  by  the  little  green  gate. 


i ; 
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l"AK-OI-l--  iijrh, 
<'i"  liiiiiKs  tiiat  art-  vet  t..  ne. 
Kf  a  pale  star-^riea„,  ,.„'  the  wings  of  .Ireain 
Moats  thnnigh  the  dark  to  me 


-ik 


A  dream  of  Faith 

yiiat  shinvs  throu^rh  ,he  mists  of  vears 
'■"  "i^'  I"n-,  U>u^  uiKl.t  is  lost  in  light 

And  laughter  blooms  from  tears. 

A  dream  of  Hope 

'liat  lives  thnngh  all  else  be  dead — 
ilope  crou  ,K-,i  at  last  when  the  pain  is  paM 

And  the  last  of  the  tears  are  shed. 

A  dream  of  Love, 

'lie  I.ove  that  cannot  fail. 

For  whaleVr  befall.  Love  conquers  all 
And  Death  shall  not  prevail. 

Will  my  dream  come  true? 

Some  day  on  a  far-off  shore 
\V'ilI  Death  lie  dead  on  his  shrouded  bed 

And  S(»rrow  be  no  mnr^'- 


more .-' 
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Some  glad  spring  dawn 

W'll  there  hlossoni  peace  troni  pain? 
Will  the  hidden  good  be  understood. 

And  lost  souls  found  again: 

Ycs\     For  I  know- 
That  only  the  g»xxl  can  live. 

On  that  morning  fair,  sometime,  somewhere. 
All  else  will  I.ove  forgive. 


I 
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IN    THE    TVVILK.HT 

A'i"  eve  in  the  hush  of  the  twihj^ht 
•'*•  We  sit  when  the  dav  is  done. 
Watching  the  purpling  shadows 

That  steal   from  the  sinking  sun. 
And  the  mumiur  and  tender  cadence 

Of  a  loved  old  song  to-night 
Resounds  from  the  keys  of  the  organ 

Agleam  in  the  mellow  light. 
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A  tender  peace 

Steals  over  my  soul. 
A  sweet  release 

From  the  world's  control ; 
While  soft  light  wreathes 

With  the  shadows  dim, 
And  the  silence  breathes 

W'ith  a  sweet  old  hvmn. 


J'he  day  has  been  long  and  weary. 

Ikit  the  evening  at  home  brings  rest. 
I  he  world  is  shut  out  with  its  worries. 

The  heart  is  no  more  opprest ; 
And  cares,  like  the  dews  of  morning. 

Are  lifted  and  swept  away 
F^y  the  magic  spell  of  music, 

As  you  sit  in  the  twilight  and  play. 
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Soft,  soft,  again 

Through  the  silence  dim 
I'loats  the  tender  strain 

Of  an  old  sweet  hynni. 
"Mid  the  aml)er  gleam 

Of  the  sinking  sun. 
When  dreams  we  dream 

When  the  day  is  done ! 

(^  beautiful  hour  of  the  twilight. 

All  vocal  with  sacred  song! 
To-night  through  the  shrouding  shadows 

How  sweet  are  the  thoughts  that  throng' 
.\o  dreams  like  those  dreams  unfading. 

No  music  with  power  to  please 
Like  the  old  airs  that  trembled  and  floated 

From  the  yellow  old  ivory  keys ! 

Mellow  and  sweet. 

When  the  day  is  done 
And  shadows  meet 

With  the  sinking  sun, 
Soft,  soft  and  low. 

Through  the  sha.iows  dim, 
The  echoes  flow 

Of  a  dear  old  hvmn. 
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f.nX'K'S    MI.VISTRV 

D  l^'iUiLV  cradled  in  a  tiiaiij,'er. 
■l\     Sweetly  sleeps  a  little  Child. 
O'er  Him  bends  a  maiden  Mother. 

1-owly,   lovely,   undetiled. 
Star-led  saj,'es  own  His  kinf^,shij); 

(iifts  they  brin^'  on  kMided  knee. 
What  is  there  that  1  mav  offer 

Him  Who  left  His  throne  lor  ine- 

Now  with  gracious  touch  of  healin<,^ 

See  Him  cheer  the  sick,  the  sad. 
From  the  morn  until  the  even 

iMaking  countless  mourners  <rlad. 
He  is  Friend  of  all  the  friendless; 

Sweet  His  loving  smile  1  see. 
What  of  service  may  1  offer 

Him  Who  daily  i)Iesseth  me?^ 

f-o!  at  midnight  in  the  garden 

Kneels  alone  the  Son  of  Cud: 
Crimson  drops  of  awful  anguish 

Darkly  dew  the  blossomed  sod. 
"Must  I  drink  this  cup.  O  Father?"— 

This  His  agonizing  plea — 
"Not  My  will,  hut  Thine."     My  Saviour 

Drained  th(^se  bitter  dregs— for  me. 


43 


f-itled  up  -tuixt  earth  and  heaven 
On   the  cruel  cross  of  shauie 

Haii^^s  the  Christ.     For  the  redemption 
<>t  our  ruined  world  He  came: 

I5ut  they  crucified  Him,  naihn^ 

Hands  tliat  blessed  them  to  the  tree. 

^et  He  cried.  "Forgive  them.  Father- 
Hying  thus.   He  prayed    for  me. 

Faster  dawns  in  peerless  glory. 

Flower  fragrance  tills  the  air. 
("hri.st  hath  Inirst  the  gloomv  portals 

()f  the  grave.     The  angels  fair 
Tell  the  world  the  wondrous  tidings. 

■'Ik'  IS  risen.     Come  and  see 
\\'here  He  lay."    The  glorious  \'ictor 

\  aiKjuished  sin  and  death  for  me. 

1  iark- '   1  hear  liis  sweet  voice  calling 

(>"er  the  silence  long  and  deep 
Of  the  ages.    "Do.st  thou  h)ve  Me? 

l-'eed  My  lambs  and  {etid  Mv  sheep 
f'rom  th.    fold  My  lost  ones  wander; 

Seek  them  as  I  sought  for  thee 
l-t'iul  them,  lift  them,  bless  them,  love  them- 

■\ntl  ye  d(j  it  unto  Me." 


*1 

r  j 


43 


THK    i:\STKK    UIXDS 

'T'lil'.   iiltif  wiiicK  i,i  (lawiiitig, 
*■        l-')ii^'  i-fiitiirics  :i^i,. 
Went  straying'  in  a  ^Mrden 

With   bursting'  Inids  a<;l(n\, 
A  wondrous  tale  they  whispered 

Of  One  Who  loved,  Who  died 
Kor  men  whose  hatred  pierced  ffin) 

in  hands  and  teet  and  side. 

l''ri]L,dit  anp^els  tohl   ffis  storv  : 

I  he  win. is  caught  up  the  sonj;: 
On  viewless  w'wj^^s  forever 

They  bear  the  strain  along. 
O.e  flowers  await    His  coming. 

For  love  of   Him  they  bloom— 
The  fadeless  Rose  of  Sharon 
That  blossomed   fnun  the  tomb. 
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O  little  winds  of   Raster 

Tliat  blow  amid  the  hills. 
With  lily  perfume  laden 

And  breath  <.f  daffodils. 
Cio.  blow  across  the  ocean. 

And  carry  to  "our  boys," 
Our  truest  and  our  dearest. 

A  gift  of  Easter  joys— 
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I'lie  sweetness  (,)'   the  hlossonis. 

The  music  of  the  hells, 
Ihat.  hour  h\    hour  unwearied. 

The  jjlad  evangel  telK-- 
<>t  hfe  that  l)loonis  unfachn^. 

Of  love  that  cantiot  die. 
<)i   rest  and  peace  ahi(hnjj 
I'eyond  our  shrou(hnj;  skv. 

()  viewless  Kaster  anpels 

I  hat  wander  nunid  the  world. 
Where,  reckinjij  red  with  carnage. 

The  hohs  (if  hate  are  hurled. 
Where,  rank  on  rank,  the  crosses 

Stand  silent  on  the  hill, 
(xK  plant  the  arnaryllis. 
'ihe  rose,  the  dafTodil. 

Then  all  the  winds  of  Haster 

Shall  hear  upon  their  wings 
To  wounded  hearts  the  essence 

Of  all  life's  sweetest  things. 
"The  Lord  is  risen !"  shall  echo 

From  shore  to  farthest  shore, 
And  Love  shall  reign  eternal. 

And  pain  shall  be  n(^  more. 


U 


r-. 


1 


\  ACAIIUX    AT    (.K  WDMAS 

A    I.I.   Ill   the   l.llU-  of    thf   MMllIIKT  .la\, 

^^    ''"rotn  inoni  till   flu-  t\\ih-,'lit   .!(>u\. 
Tiresome  lesvons  .ill   put  ;,\\a\. 
Three  dear  laddies  k,-,|,  h,,|j,|ay— 
Heiirv  and    jini  and    l.onis. 

i)  it  is  joy,  pure  joy,  to  ],c  iri'c 
From  the  thrall  ot"  examinations. 

This  is  the  cry  of  the  laddies  three  : 

"Holida\s  are  the  days  for  me 
Hurrah  for  the  «lad  vacations!" 


Dan^din^r  ^  ^vorm  in  the  \\oodl;md  sttvain 

To  tempt  the  fo<.lish  (ishes; 
Koamin-  the  Helds  ulure  the'npe  fruits  ^^leam 
"Say.  with  Craudm.i's  Miu;,r  ;ind  creatu 

Strawberries  are  delicious!" 

Somewhere  the  j^^ray  n.cks.  -rim  and  old. 
Are  purple  with  huckleberries. 
Somewhere  the  ha;^elnuts  turn  to  jrold  : 
Somewhere  bubbles  a  spriiij;.  ice-cold; 
Somewhere  are  crimson  cherries. 
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Somewhere  the  painted  tnlhiims  yr.m. 

And   the  hhiehells  are  a-hhnviii^  , 
Somewhere  are  witulHowers.  white  as  snow. 
Where;-    \in\  imtst  ask  the  hoys — they  know 

All  that   is  worth  the  knowing. 

I'Aer  a  new  dehght  distills 

.\s  the  morning  huds  in  JKMutx. 
Mirthful  music  of  laughter  trills 

I'p  from  the  valleys,  over  the  hills 

jov   IS  the  day's  (.jie  dutv. 

.\rehery  contests  are  on  to-dav. 

You  arrow,  how  swift  it  wingeth 
Over  the  roof-tree,  up  and  awa\. 
I 'p  where  the  green  houghs  swing  and  s\\a\. 

t'p  where  the  rohin  singeth. 

"V\hat  are  \(>u  doing,  my  laddies  three' 

^'our  laughter  rings  so  merry." 
'"Skinning  a  w.xKlehuck  to  oxJk  for  tea. 
Have  some?'    -'Xo  thanks.  Jim.  not  for  me— 

Though   it   is  tempting,   very!" 

Skies  grow  gray  and  a  deluge  pours. 

Hurrah    for  a  thrilling  storv 
Of  strange  adventures  on  far-otT  shore.s 
J^Iidden  treasure,  and  wrecks  and  wars. 

\'alor  and  fame  and  gh^ry! 
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i'ooks  1!    plenty  at  Grandma's  wait 
For  th.'  music  of  summer  showers. 

Pass  right  in  through  the  story  gate; 

Find  and  follow  your  soul's  true  mate, 
'iather  the  dreamland  flowers 

Vacation  comes  to  an  end  too  soon. 

Farewell  to  the  bracing  breezes ! 
Vet.  if  all  days  held  the  breath  of  June. 
Jf  life  were  sung  to  a  holiday  tune. 

Would  it  be  sure  to  please  us  ? 

No!    For  I  know  of  the  holiday  song 

The  true  boy  spirit  wearies. 
Sure  am  I  you  will  yearn  ere  long. 
Yearn  to  march  with  the  brave  and  strong. 

Here's  good  luck  to  you.  dearies! 
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A  LITTLE  BIT  OF  VERSE 

IT  nia>   Ix.'  early,  crc  the  morn  has  lost  its  crimson 

*■       niish, 

Or  •mid  the  noonday  clamor,  or  the  fragrant  vesper 
hush ;  * 

Sometime  before  the  hours  of  light  their  tale  of  toil 
rehearse, 

1  seek  a  treasured  volume  for  a  little  bit  of  verse. 

When    Keats  (,r  noble  Tennyson  a  rhythmic  stanza 

smgs, 

1  bathe  my  soul  in  beauty  and  forget  life's  mundane 
things. 

In  Browning's  mine  I  deeply  delve  for  grains  of  golden 
o'e.  ** 

And  Ingelow  sets  my  feet  in  paths  thev  never  trod 
before. 


Bu   Z  r  r       u  ""•^^'-'  ^"'''  '^'  '^"^^^^^  P^*  band  : 
Rut  oh!  I  love  the  smgers  of  our  own  Canadian  land 

J  he   eager   years   await   to   crown    with   stars   their 
younger  brows. 

And  proudly  weave  about  their  names  the  myrtle  and 
tlie  rose. 


4  O.   H.  H. 
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They  sinjj  of  dear,  familiar  things  in  measures  wi 


sweet, 


Idly 


Like  bird-songs  in  our  native  woods  when  night  and 
morning  meet. 

iUit  not  alone  these  home-horn  themes— wide  as  the 
universe, 

As  high  as  Heaven,  as  deep  as  death,  the  limits  of 
their  verse. 


There's  Lampman.  Canij.lK'll.  Carman.  Scott,  there's 

Crawford,  Wats(jn.  Rand. 
Will:  o'juTs.  who  have  climbed  the  heights  and  in  the 

starshine  stand; 

A   kinship   sweet    with    them    I    claim   as   sottiv   thev 

rehearse — 
i^ifting  me  skyward,  too.  awhile— a  little  bit  .,f  ver 


irse. 
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SYDNEY   CARTON 

(.4  Tale  of  Tuo  Cities) 

SvDNF.v  Carton,  so  far  as  wc  know,  is  a  fu-titious  drir-.-frr 

^.'J"r"'r.°^  ^'^"''"   '''^~'^^"^'   vvon.lerfuIlv  p  !   ihc    >  a m      Vet 

W^r   iT  r'^      .  ^'''  ""'-''''^  '">tincts  we  possess!     The  (^.reat 

War   ,s    revealuig    many    'Sydney    Cartons"   to-dav-nien    whose 

^^i  wS"S„e-H;:;\r  tSe  ^-t  ^r; -rs  li 

jom^  they   have   caught   the   "vision   splendid  '   Ln.nsn.red   l- 
Lrf    I  ^n'   '""•    ''7"''^   *'^*">^'^'    ^'"''    l=*i'1    'l"wn   the  r   lives 

u:u:;:':r-rZ:'^:^:'T:t  ''''"'"''  •■•  "J^.--'^'-  "^  whatever 
s...e^  heSts- ol   -i;.-;!--S    Sra--e-;^tl; 

"THE  hour  has  come.     Mi.s  o.ttra^e  .iocs  not  faIt<T 
*       Mis  smile  '.  j^hts  up  the  j^Hoom. 
As  forth  to  lay  his  lite  upon  love's  altar 
Me  steps  to  meet  his  doom. 

In  thought  he  vieus  his  friend  to  safet^   pressing 

i<>  home  and  love  and  jjcace 
Fast  hastening  on-s(.  free,  .so  little  guessing 

i  he  price  of  his  relea.sc. 


Ue  thinks  of  Luce-  -vas  it  vain  to  love  her 
With  love  more  strong  than  life"" 

ATay  holy  angels  spread  their  wings  above  h 
And  hear  her  from  the  .strife! 


er, 
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He  thinks  of  Lucie's  child ;  and  tender  feeling 

Wells  up  in  unshed  tears. 
Across  the  jrloom  a  vision  fair  conies  stealing — 

A  vision  of  the  years 

Far  distant,  when  that  name  may  shine  with  glory 

That  yet  no  fame  has  won. 
And  loving  lips  will  tell  the  boy  his  story 

Whose  race  is  all  hut  run. 

They  hind  his  arms;  they  leave  him  in  the  dimness: 

They  do  not  guess  his  name. 
Nor  dream  how,  courting  death  in  all  its  grimness, 

This  hero  plays  the  game. 

A  little  seamstress,  fair  and  young  and  slender — 

What  could  she  know  of  guile? — 
Offers  a  greeting,  timid-voiced  and  tender. 

A  wan.  pathetic  smile. 

"What  traitorous  thoughts  could  they  have  feared  me 
thinking? 
What  plots  could  such  as  I 
ilave  dreamed  or  dared?    Yet  I  would  meet  unshrink- 
ing 
My  death,  since  I  must  die. 
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"I  am  so  small  and  weak" — her  low  tone  alters, 

Her  startled  eyes  grow  dim 
With  sudden  mist  of  feeling  as  she  falters, 

"Stranger,  you  die  for  him?" 


"Yes,  and  his  wife  and  child,"  he  whispers,  folding 
Her  small,  thin  fingers  fast. 

"Oh,  let  me  then  your  strong,  brave  hand  be  hold- 
ing!" 
He  answers,  "Till  the  last." 


All  in  the  blue  and  sunny  summer  weather, 

Amid  a  heartless  throng, 
They  take  the  last,  the  awful  ride  together— 

The  way  will  not  be  long. 

He  recks  not  that  the  countless  hordes  stand  gazing 

Unmoved  upon  that  sight. 
He  only  sees  those  trustful  eyes  upraising 

To  his  their  limpid  light. 

He  recks  not  that  a  myriad  voices  murmur, 

A  myriad  footsteps  press. 
He  only  holds  her  slender  fingers  firmer 

In  meek  and  mute  caress. 
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Jiending  liis  head  to  meet  her  gaze  confiding, 

Some  thought  of  cheer  to  give. 
I  ie  whispers  softly  of  the  peace  abichng 

Where   ra(hant  angels  live. 

Her  eyes  beam  clear:  her  shrinking  heart  grows  braver, 

And  calm  her  quivering  breath. 
Jier  thoughts  are  li.xed  on  Him  Who  died  to  save  her 

From  everlasting  death. 

'I  bus  voice  to  voice,  each  comforting  the  other, 

Ves,  even  heart  to  heart, 
Two  children  of  the  universal  Mother. 

That  else  were  wide  apart. 

All  in  the  blue  and  sunny  summer  weather, 

Earth's  shadows  nearly  past. 
Have  met  to  take  the  homeward  way  together, 

And  find  a  rest  at  last. 

The  rumbling  tumbrils  stop.     They  pause  unf earing; 

A  light  is  in  each  face. 
What  should  they  dread — two  humble  spirits  nearing 

The  soul's  abiding-place? 
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■'One  question  more"— her  eyes  are  dim  with  wonder— 

"One  friend  I  have  most  dear. 
Will  it  seem  long  that  we  two  walk  asunder. 

Until  she  meet  me  there?" 

"Fear  not,  dear  child!    There  are  no  sad  to-morrows. 

No  partings  there,  no  night. 
They  leave  behind  their  burdens  and  their  sorrows 

Who  pass  the  gates  of  light." 

"\'ou  comfort  me — and  is  it  now  I  kiss  you?" 

Smiling  he  whispers,  "Yes. 
Until  we  meet  at  yonder  gate.  God  bless  you  !"— 

Their  lips  together  press. 

The  tender  maiden  does  not  faint  nor  falter 

The  short,  sharp  way  to  take  : 
And  Sydney  Carton  lays  upon  the  altar 

His  life  for  love's  sweet  sake. 

"i  am  the  re.su rrect ion."  lit  that  liveth 

Forevermore  hath  said. 
"I  am  the  life:  whoso  my  word  receiveth 

Shall  live  though  he  were  dead." 
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A    SMILE    FROM    VOU 

AS  MILE  from  you  is  all  1  ask 
.  To  glorify  my  daily  task. 
The  skies  may   weep,  the  winds  may  wail 
All  outward   founts  of  joy  may   fail, 
All  costlier  graces  be  denied — 
The  morn  for  me  is  beautified. 
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For  just  a  smile  from  you  may  bring 
The  birds  and  blossoms  of  the  spring 
Within  m>  heart  to  sing  and  bloom; 
May  scatter  sunbeams  round  my  room 
May  touch  the  fringes  of  the  mist 
And  turn  its  gray  to  amethyst. 


Throughout  the  hours,  it  well  may  be. 
Your  thoughts  not  oft  will  stray  to  me. 
Not  many  words  I  ask  of  you 
From  morningshine  till  evening  dew. 
But  as  you  pass  me  on  your  way, 
Give  me  a  sunny  smile  to-day. 


% 
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BY  WIRELESS 


V/'Ul'R  hand  and  mine  have  never  touched  in  gre«t- 
I  ing. 

Our  eyes  have  never  met : 
Your  voice  is  still  to  nie  an  unknown  music, 

Heard  hut  in  dreams — and  yet 
Your  written  words  have  hlest  me.  cheered  me.  thrilled 
me, 

And  lit  the  beacon  fires 
Of  strong  resolve,  and  lofty  aspiration, 

And  nimblest  of  desires. 

What  matter  though  a  thousand  miles  divide  us  ? 

A  thousand  miles — 'tis  naught ! 
For  kindred  souls  may  converse  by  the  wireless 

Telegraphy  of  thought. 
Upon  my  mountain-top  I  catch  the  message 

That  Cometh  from  afar. 
And  coming  thrills  my  universe  with  music 

Beyond  its  farthest  star. 

It  tells  me  that  the  good,  the  true,  the  lovely. 

Life's  well-refined  gold, 
If  I  am  strong  of  heart  to  seek  and  find  it, 

Is  mine  to  have  and  hold. 
My  spirit  calls  across  the  starry  vastness 

And  answers:   Even  so — 
Come  joy  or  pain,  come  shade  or  shine  or  tempest, 

I  will,  I  will  be  true. 
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O  friend  unseen,  whose  hope  my  hope  hath  kindled 

Whose  strength  hath  made  me  strong 
He  thme  the  rich  reward  oi  high  endeavor. 

Life's  fruitful  years  along. 
i'>e  thine  the  magic  mehxlv  that  floateth 

Adown  the  hills  of  dream! 
He  thine-and  mine-t(,  follow,  follow  starward 

I  he  glory  of  the  Gleam. 
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XHK  suninicT  sun  lay  K'>l(Ien  on  the  mountain 

And  soft  about  us  blew 
The  elfin  winds,  the  wild,   free  winds,  that  morning 
J  wandered  thjre  with  you. 

As  up  and  up  to  higher  levels  tending 

We  slowly  passed  along, 
Upon  the  slippery  steeps  I'did  not  waver— 

Vour  hand  was  firm  and  strong. 

We  gained  the  heights.     The  all-encircling  vastness 

Uur  quickenmg  pulses  thrilled 
With  all  the  glory,  all  the  wordless  wonder 

Our  kmdred  souls  were  fille<l. 

Above  us  and  around  us  stretched  the  heavens 

And  far  and  far  away. 
In  misty,  opalescent  shadows  melting. 

The  dim  horizon  lay. 

Up  from  the  town,  to  mellow  music  softened 

1  here  rose  a  murmurous  din, 
As  o'er  the  waves,  wind-kissed' and  surhcam-silvered 

We  watched  the  boats  come  in  suverea. 
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But  longer  than  the  fair  and  pleasant  picture. 

In  sunlight  unuu\  us  spread, 
Within  my  heart  will  live  the  vibrant  music 

Of  gratidUN  words  you  said: 

"We  may  not  reach  the  goal  of  our  endeavor 

Before  the  sun  goes  down; 
Yet  you  and  I  will  upward  press,  and  ever 

Be  worthy  of  our  crown. 

"No  toil  is  lost,  no  energy  is  wasted. 

Our  striving  is  not  vain, 
E'en  though  we  win  no  shining  wreath  of  laurel, 

No  proud,  far  heights  attain. 

"They  are  not  dead,  the  seeds  of  hope  we  scattered 

Along  the  barren  years. 
Though  yet  there  springs  no  blossom  of  rejoicing. 

No  golden  fruit  appears. 

"Not  in  the  prize,  though  lovely  and  alluring, 

Our  best  reward  must  be. 
Is  not  the  strength  that  comes  alone  from  struggle 

Enough  for  you  and  me? 

"Enough  to  have  uplifted  by  our  message 

One  life  for  one  brief  hour; 
Out  of  one  heart  a  weed  to  have  uprooted, 

And  plantetl  there  a  flower : 

60 


■;:^A^^^^?^=,-jLV  -  '.^F#   -  -r7m  ^  Wd^^^^^^ ^t^'^^X- 


'W\    _4^ 


"Enough  if  wc  a  helping  hand  have  given, 

Have  strengthened  faltering  feet, 
Have  shed  about  us  ever  the  aroma 

Of  kindness  rare  and  sweet." 

Enough!  and  yet  the  distant  beacons  beckon. 

The  shining  steeps  allure. 
We  long  to  breathe— the  impulse  is  of  Heaven— 

Those  airs  serene  and  pure; 

To  stand  beside  the  noble  souls  who  conquered, 

Who  would  not  l)e  downcast. 
Who.  after  all  the  heartache  and  the   failures, 

Have  won  success  at  last. 

Some  day— who  knows?— after  the  toil  and  patience. 

The  conflict  long  and  tense, 
There  yet  may  come  to  us  life's  crowning  glory 

Of  richest  recompense. 
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TJIK   NOONDAY   CHIMES 

QUT  o'er  the  sn„wv  city  roofs  at  noon. 

vX      ."'  "  "■  ^'''  '""""•  '^''  "^'"■'^^•^  ••^"^'  the  street 
With  solemn  nitonat.on  floats  a  prayer  - 

A  lyric  strain,  melodious  and  sweet. 

A  message  in  that  mellow  music  rings 

rar-Mung  upon  the  wind  it  peals  and  swells. 

With  sweet  reiteration  dav  bv  day 

I^ron,  vibrant,   silver-tongued  cathedral  Ik^Hs. 

"I^  up  your  he.u-ts  to  (,o<l!-_the  strain  sublime 

Wh^lir'"^\    -'''""■'  ^'"'''"^'^  ^^'■'^^'^  ^"^1  thrills. 
While  hstemng  hearts  turn,  silent.  Heavenward 

-And  longing  eyes  are  lifted  to  the  hills. 

O  let  that  music  sink  in  every  soul ! 

O  let  it  echo  far  across  the  sea 
And  breathe  amid  the  discord,  fierce  and  wild 

A  tuneful,  tender  prayer  from  you  and  me ! 

^''Lord--""   ''''"'■^^"■-"^^'*^    '''t    them    to    the 
Our  longings  heavenward  waft  ,)n  music's  wing 
^o<l  give  us  peace  that  blossoms  bright  from  teart' 
^'Kl  save  our  valiant  men.  our  noble  King'        ' 
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^rOTHER    OF    MINE 

yHKkl..  sh.nes  no  pearl  i„  the  deep,  deep  sea 
"*       Mother  oi  niine.  *        ' 

^^J^^l'^  --  r^r.ns  your  loy,  to  n^e. 
Mother,   ni,)ther  of  mine. 

The  stars  mav  wane    ;in,i  tu^ 

Mother  of  „n„e     •  "  '""  ^""^^^  P^'^' 

I  know  that  never  your  love  shall  fail 

'^^other.   mother  of  mine. 

M.v  wayward  feet  in  the  far-of?  davs. 

Mother  of  mine 
Von  led  in  ever  the  safest  ways. 

Mother,  mother  of  nnne.      ' 

-Horner  oi  .nme 
V„ur  voice  jn»,i|l«l  „    ,he  long  ago 
Mother,  mother  of  mine. 

'Mref:r:ir^^""-"'"'^"«^'-p"y". 
'M^e;;;r,:::'^"'""'-~c,o.,, 
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You  taught  mc  love  for  the  finer  things. 

Mother  of  mine; 
I  drank  of  joy  from  the  secret  springs, 

Mother,  mother  of  mine. 

I've  wandered  forth  in  the  world  afar, 

Mother  of  mine. 
Your  truth  was  ever  my  polar  star. 

Mother,  mother  of  mine. 

God's  loving-kindness  each  morn  is  new, 

Mother  of  mine — 
1  thank  Him  most  that  lie  gave  me  jou, 

Mother,  mother  of  mine. 

Your  children  arise  and  call  you  blest. 

Mother  of  mine, 
Our  dearest  treasure,  the  sweetest,  best — 

Mother,  mother  of  mine. 

This  wreath  I  weave  for  your  crowning,  dear. 

Mother  of  mine, 
(iod  bless  you.  keep  you  for  many  a  year. 

Mother,  mother  of  mine. 
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